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Enter the Dolphin s Or!emcc, Kemburs^md 
Hemmonu 

Orbmsce* The Sunne doth gild our Armour vp* my 
Lords* 

*Dolph m Monte Chimh My Horfe^t^/pf Lacqmy? 
Ha, 

Qrleancz. Oh braue Spirit. 

Dolpb* Via les sives & terre * 

Orleance. Skn puis h air 

T)oIph m CY^Coufin Orlemce* EnterCmft&Mu 

Now my Lord Conftable? 

Cmft* Hearkc how aar Steed es* for ptefent Seruke 
neigh. 

Dslpb m Mount them^nd make incifion in their Hides* 
That their hot blood may fpin in Englifh eyes. 

And doubt them with fuperfluous courage: ha* 
iJ^^WhatjWil you haue them weep our Horfes blood? 
How (hall we then behold theirnftiirall tcares? 

Enter tJlfeJfevgtr. 

tj\dejfeng. The Hngiifh arc cmbattail’d, you French 
Pceres. 

Confix To HorfeyougalbntPrinccsd^aight loHorft* 
Doe but behold yond poore and flamed Band, 

And your fake fhew /hall fuck away their Soules, 
Leaning them but the (hales and huskes of men* 

There is not worke enough for all our hands* 

Scarce blood enough in alltheir fickly Veines, 

To glue each naked Curtleasc a ftayne, 

That our French Gallants fhall to day draw our, 

And (heath for lack of fport. Let vs but blow on them, 
The vapour of our Valour will oht-turncchcm. 

*Tis pofitiue againft all exceptions, Lords* 

That our fuperfluous Lacquics'and our Pefants* 

Who in viineceffark action fwarme 
About our Squares ofBattaile, were enow 
To purge this field of fuch a hildingFoej 
Though we vpon this Mountains Bafis by, 

Tooke Hand for idle (peculation; 

But that our Honours muft not. What’s to fay * 

A very little 1 ittle let vs doe, 

And all is done: then let the Trumpets found 
The Tucket Sonuance*and the Note to mount: 

For our approach fhall fo much dare the field. 

That England fhaJlcouch dovune in fearc*andyceld. 
Enter Grar&ndprec* 

Gmtdpree* Why do you flay fo long,my Lords ofFrance? 
Yond Hand Carrions* defpcrate of their bones, 
Ill-fauoredly become the Morning field : 

Their ragged Curtaines poorely are let loofe. 

And our Ayie fliakcs them patting fcornefully. 

Bigge Ultars feemes ban^urout imheir beggerid Hoaft, 
And faintly through a ruftie Beuerpeepes. 

TheHorfemcn fit like fixed Caudlefticfcs, 

With Torch-ftaucshi their hand: and theirpoore lades 
Lob downe their heads^dropping the hides and hips t 
The gum me downe roping from their pale-dead eyes. 

And in their pale dull mouthes the lymold Bite 
Lyes foule with chaw s d-grafle 3 ftill and motionleffc# 

And their executors, the knauifh Crowes, 
lye oTe them alUcnpatierit for their howre* 

Defcription cannot fute it felfc in words, 

To demonftrate the Life of fuch a Cattail^ 

'n life fo liueleflc*as it fhewes it felfe. 

Cmft* They haue faid their prayers, 

And they flay for deaths 

jp^*Shall we goe fend them DinnerSjandfrtfh Sates, 
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And giue their falling Horfes Prou^T 
And after fight wi th them ? * 

C m fl> I flay but for my Guard: on 
To the field,I will the Banner from a Tr..« 

And vfeit for my haftc. Come,come awa/** ^ 
The Sunne is high,and wc out-wcare the dav 

Enter Gtomefler^Bedford Exeter £V*;„ , 

witbHUisHoIfi:smJVi hm 

Wefimerland. 1 
Clone. Where is the King ? 

The Kinghirofelfe is rode tovi cw ^ 

mfi. Of fighting men they haucfuUtWr^ , 

fand. ^^icorc thou. 

£xe. There’s fine to one,befid es they all , 

Saluk Gods Araeftrike with vsAis a fearer 

God buy’you Princes all; lie to mv Charge- 
If we no more meet, till wc meet in Beau™ 

Then ioyfully,my Noble Lord of Bedford ’ 

My deare Lord Gloucefter.and my good Lord c 
And my kind Km lman,Warriors all,adieu. 
5fl^Farwdl good Salts bury,U good luck g0 wit{l A 
And yctl doc thee wrong, to mind thee 0 f it, n 

For thou art franTd of the firms truth of valour 
Exe> Far well kind Lord: fight valiantly t 0 L 
Bedf. He is as full of Valour as of Kmdntfl* 
Princely in both. ‘ 3 

Enter the Ring* 
tytfl. O that we now had here 
But one ten thoufand of thofe men in England, 

That doe no worke to day* 

Ring* What’s he that wifoes fo ? 

My Couiin We^merlmL No,my faire Coyfin x 
Jf wearcmsikctodye^v/eareenow 
To3oeour Counrrey lofic : and if to liyc. 

The fewer men, the greater (hare of honour, 

Gods will,! pray thee wifih not one man mere, 

By lone, I am not couecous for Gold, 

Nor care I who doth feed vpon my coft; 

It yemes me nor^f men my Garments wear;; 

Such outward things dwell not in my defoes. 

But jf it be a finne to couct Honor, 

I am the moft offending Soule aliue* 

NoTaith^my CouEejwifli not a man from England: 
Gods peace,! would not loofe fo great an Honor, 

As one man more me thinkes would Jfhare from me, 
For thebeft hope I hauc. O,docnot with onemorc: 

R ather prod a i me it Qveflmertand) through my Hoad, 
That he which hath no ftomack to this fighr* 

Let him depart,his Pafporc (hall be made, 

And Crownes fot Conuoy put into hispurfe: 

We would not dye in that mans compame, 

That fcares his fdlowfojp, to dye with vs. 

This day is cal Td the Fes ft of Crifpimt 
He that out-Iiues this day,and comes fafe homej 
Will ftand a tip-toe when this day is named, 

And row r fe him at the Name of Crifyian. 

He that (hall fee this day, and Hue old age, 

Will yeereiy on the Vigil feaft his neighbours? 

And fay,to morrow is Saint (jiffiian* 

Then will he ftrip his fleeuCjand mew his skarres: 

Old men forget 5 yet all ftiaJI be forgot: 

But hee’lje remember,with aduantages, 

What feats he did that day. Then (ball our Nanw 
Familiar in his mouth as houfehold words. 


jfi! 
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r <r rfie Kin* 7 * Bedford and Exeter* 

^ i and Talbot, Salisbury and qimccfier, 
m rh.'ir flowing Cups frcfhly remerobred. 
5t s°ftory fhall the good mar. teach his fonuc: 
■JJ crime Criftia* fhall tie re goe by, 

fid i day» etldin s ot tbc World> 



1,J Gentlemen in England, now a bed, 

Suhinke tberofelfies accurft they ^ '> ot ^ 

' ” d hold theit Manhoods cheape,whiles any fpeake>, 

That fought with vs vpon Saint Cripms day. 

Thllt b Enter Satis&ury. 

Sal My Soueraign Lord.beflow your folk with fpced: 
Tlic French arc braucly in their batiailcs fet. 

And will with all expedience charge on vs. 

King< Ah things are rcady.if our minds be fo. 
if A- Perhh man,whcfe mind is backward now. 

x/wsp Thou do’ft not wifli more helpe from England, 

C °wcft. Gods will,my Licge,would you and T alone, 
Without more helpc,coulil fight this Royall baccaile. 

Xrtg.Why now thou haft vnwifht fine thoufand men: 
Which likes mebetter,then to wifli vs one. 

You know your places: God be with you all; 

Tticket ■ Enter Mon tioy , 

Mont, Once more I come to know of thee King Harry, 
If for tby Ranfomc thou wilt now compound, 

Before thy mod affined Guerthrow: 

For certainly,thou art fo neere the Gulfc, 

Thou needs muft be englutted. Bcfides.in mercy 

The Conftable defires chee,thou wilt mind 

Thy followers of Repentance ; that their Soules 

May make a peaccfull and a fvveet retyre 

From offthefe fields: wherc(wretches)theivpoore bodies 

Mu ft lye and fefter. 

King. Who hath fent thee now ? 

Mont, The Conftable of France. 

King, j pray chce beare my former Anfvver oack : 

Bid them atchicueme,and then fell my bones. ^ 
GoodGod.why fliould they mock poore fellowes thus ? 
The man that once did fell the Lyons skin 
While the beaft liu’d,was kill’d with hunting him. 

A many of our bodyes fhall no doubt 
FindNatiueGraues; vpon the which,I truft 
Shall witnefle Hue in BtafTeof this dayes worke. 

And thofe that leaue their valiant bones in France, 

Dying likemen,though buryed in your Dunghills, 

They fhall be fam’d: for there the Sun fhall greet them. 
And draw their honors reeking vp coHeauen, 

Leauing their earthly parts to choakeyour Clyme, 

The fmcll whereof fhall breed a Plague in France# 

Marke then abounding valour in our Englifh: 

That being dead,like to the bullets crafing, 

Breakc out into a fecond cotirfe of mifehiefe. 

Killing in relapfe of Mortalitie. 

Let me fpeakc prowdly ; Tell the Conftable, 

We are but Warriors for the working day: 
OurGaynefle and out Gilt arc allbefmyrcht 
With raynie Marching in the painefull field. 

There’s not a piece cf feather in our Hoaft: 

Good argument^ hope) we will not flye: 


And time hath worne vs into flouenrie. 

But by the Miffe,outhearts are in the trim: 

And my poore Souldiers tell me,yet ere Night, 

TheyTebe in frefher Robes,or they will pluck 
The gay new Coats o’re the French Souldiers heads. 

And turne them out of feruice. If they doe this, 

As ifGodpleafe, they fhall; my Ranfome then 
Will foone beleuyed. 

Herauld,faue thou thy labour : 

Come thou no more for Ranfome,gentle riei au tl, 

They (hall haue none,I fweare,but thefc my ioynts: 

Which if they haue,as I will leaue vm them, 

Shall yeeldthem little,tell the Conftable. 

Mont. 1 ftiall,King Barry. And fo fate thee well: 

Thou netier fhalt hcare Herauld any more* Exit. 

King. I fearc thou wilt once more come againe for a 

Ranfome. 

Enter Torke. 

Torky. My Lord,moft humbly on my knee I begge 

The leading of the Vaward. 

King. Take it, braue Torke. 

Now Souldiers march away, 

And how thou pleafeft God,difpofe the day. Exeunt. 

Alarum. Ex curpons. 

Enter Pijloll , French Souldier } doy. 

Pifi. YeddCurrc# 

French, te fenfe que vow ejles It Gentilhomt de bon qua- 
liter. 

Pip, Qualtitie calmie cuftureme-Art thou a Gentle-, 
man ? What is thy Name ? difeufle. 

French. O Seigneur Diett. 

P0. O Signicur Dew efliould be a Gentleman: per¬ 
pend my words O Signieur Dewe,and market O Signieur 
Dewe.thou dyeft on point of Fox, except O Signieur 
thou doc giue to me egregious Ranfome. 

French. Oprennes mijercco rdie aye pit ex. de may, 

Vtft. Moy fhall not fcrue,I will haue fortieMoyes:for 
I will fetch thyrymme out at thy Throat, in droppes of 
Crimfon blood. 

French. Efi il impoffihle d’efehapper le force de ton bras. 
Pifi. Braffc s Currc?thou damned and luxurious Moun- 
taine Goat, ofFer’ft me Braffe ? 

French. O perdomiemoy. 

Pifi. Say’ft thou me fo ? is that a Tonne of Moycs ? 
Come hither boy,askc me this flauc in French what is his 
Name. 

Toy. EJcoute comment ejles votes appede? 

French. Trlounfieur le her. 

Toy. He fayes his Name is M .Fer. 

Pifi, U.Ferr He fer him,andfirkehim,and ferret him: 
difeuffe the fame in French vnto him. 

Toy. I doe not know the French for fer,and ferret,and 
firke. 

Pifi. Bid him prepare,forI will cut his throat, 

French. ££ue dit il JkFottnjieur ? 

Toy, Jl me commands a vom dire que volts faite vent 
Vrefl, car ceJoldat icy eft difpofee tout aflure de coHffes voflre 
gorge. 

Pifi, Owy, cuppele gorge perraafoy pefant, vnltflc 
thou giue me Crownes,brauc Crownesjor mangled fbalc 
thou be by this my Sword. 

French, O Ie votes fupplie pour l’amour de Diets .* nta par- 
donnerfie fists le Centilhome de bon maifingarde ma vifjdfTe 
votesdenneray deux cent efcm, 

Fiji. What are his words* 

He 













































































